JOURNAL    1931                                      ^
himself, and of Flaubert, whose correspondence, in the last part of
his life, speaks of similar itchings. I tell myself that each of us has his
sufferings and that it would be most unwise to long to change them;
but I believe that a real pain would take less of my attention and
would after all be more bearable. And, in the scale of sufferings, a real
pain is something nobler, more august; the itch is a mean, unconfess-
able, ridiculous malady; one can pity someone who is suffering; some-
one who wants to scratch himself makes one laugh.
In the morning, after an almost sleepless night, I get up without
any enthusiasm whatsoever, my brain beclouded as after (I suppose)
smoking opium; lacking virtue, zeal, or appetite for work; longing to
be at Cuverville, where I could put myself on a milk diet for a time;
ready to drag miserably through the day.
20 March
As if, beyond pains or itches, there were nothing to bother a man!
The last few nights I was intrigued by strange moans coming from
the next room. Kept awake myself by the itching, I noticed that they
did not cease all night long. They did not exactly bother me, thanks
to the wads I put in my ears at night, but I should have liked to know
what it was.
And yesterday evening, coming back from dinner and on the point
of entering my room, I am stopped by my neighbor, who was waiting
at his door. He is a little man, perhaps no older than I, but so worn
out, so worn down that it seems as if death has almost nothing to take
from him.
He wants to beg my pardon for the disturbance his groans may
have caused me. He is suffering from asthma and emphysema and can-
not keep from moaning. All this said in English in the most courteous
way. I protest at once that he does not disturb me at all and that he
can moan all he wants; pity him cordially and leave him with the wish
that he may have a somewhat better night.
Doubtless, compared with his anguish, my itch is nothing at all.
Let us live with our sufferings and not want to change them. These
wise reflections allowed me to sleep a bit better.
I definitely drop Huxley's book, in which I cannot get interested.
Mme Th6o very ingeniously compared it to Mauclair's Couronne de
clart6.21 There is probably more intelligence in Huxley, but just as
much rubbish.
I buy Mes Routes by Lasserre,22 in which is the best judgment I
21   Crown of Light, a novel first published in 1895.
22   My Paths, which first appeared in 1924, is a collection of articles pre-
viously published in reviews,